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in whose konak in Stambul I was a frequent guest, seemed
always to be overshadowed by a scarcely perceptible tinge of
sadness and melancholy, which lay like a veil upon her
exquisite features. Each time when the heavy garden gate had
closed behind me, I went away with the impression that
there must be some hidden sorrow in Ferideh's life. Then one
day I learnt the secret from a woman who had for years been
my hostess's close friend.
The lavish, palace-like residence' had belonged to the
hanoum's father. Her mother, Nadir Hanoum, had been an
exceptionally beautiful blonde, the daughter of a small
merchant in the bazaar of Smyrna. When Ferideh was two
years old, her father married again, this time the daughter of
a high official, and as the distinguished young bride insisted
on being the Bey's only wife, he divorced Nadir, in accordance
with the legal custom abolished by Kemal Ataturk, by merely
declaring three times before witnesses, 'I send thee from me.'
He continued to support Nadir, but retained his little daughter
with him when he sent the mother back to Smyrna.
Nadir found it very difficult to be separated from her
husband, but quite impossible to give up her baby. As her
father had wished to prevent her from returning to Con-
stantinople, she set off on foot one night without telling any-
one, and got as far as Panderma, the harbour on the Sea of
Marmora, where the captain of a ship took pity on her and
brought her to the capital.
When Nadir asked to be admitted to the house where she
had been happy, and in which the little daughter whom Allah
iad given to her was asking for her mother, the garden gate
was brutally slammed in her face.
The next morning they found her lying outside the house.
The heavy gate had severed three of her fingers. She herself
vas dead.
In 1922, when, as war correspondent for the United Press,
returned to Turkey for the first time since 1918 to report